Poetry and Politics
Heard the heavens fill with shouting, and there rain'd a
ghastly dew
From the nations' airy navies grappling in the central blue;
Far along the world-wide whisper of the south-wind rushing
warm.
With the standards of the peoples plunging through the
thunder-storm;
Till the war-drum throbb'd no longer, and the battle-flags
were furl'd
In the Parliament of man, the Federation of the world.
Similarly, when, in the Journal of an Airman, Auden writes:
His collar was spotless; he talked very well,
He spoke of our homes and duty and we fell,
those who remember the verses in which the poets of antiquity
praised the patriots who died for their country will savour the
satire more keenly. Which brings up another point in regard
to Auden's obscurity in particular and the obscurity of con-
temporary poetry in general.
It is an ironic commentary on popular education that one
of its results has been to make it impossible for the poet to
communicate except to a narrowly limited circle. Where every
one has a minimum of information, every one pretends to be
educated, but only the fewest attain more than a shallow learn-
ing. The necessity for specialization, with the advance of
science and technology, is also somewhat to blame for this
situation. The result is that the poet, knowing more of the
past then his fellows, more sensitive than they to the present
to which that past is tributary, and speaking out of that richer
awareness, can be intelligible to the merest handful of people.
Moreover, even within this civilized circle, there are bound
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